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I DREMIED THE KEHiJEDY ASSASSINATION 
by 

LYIIUE TO VETS 

Our late President, John F. Kennedy, was assassinated on 
November 22, 1963, but I caw it happen in a series of dreams that 
started about si:c weeks prior to that tine. 

Y/hen the first of the scries of dreams occurred it was as 
though I were actually living it in reality, it was so realistic 
in fact, that it was difficult for me to realize that I was 
dreaming. 

I will give it to you in scenes, because that is the way it 
came to me . 

In the first scene I was walking around in a large room in 

a building. I noticed in particular the floors, they were old 
and made of wood; I studied them for quite some time and then 
began to look around me to see where I was. I realized I was 
in a warehouse for books. They seemed to be on a long shelves 
all about the large room, but I didn't go to close to them ior 
I knew in my mind that they were not for adults, but for cnild- 
ren. I saw the titles vaguely and said to myself, "whatever 
they are they arc not for adults; I'm not interested . 
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I navi the remains of a lunch scattered around among the 
largo packing boxes , and saw a ghostly figure of a younadark- 
haired man standing there;' he v/ould walk over to the window 
look out and walk back again. He seemed to oe in deep thought 
and paid no attention to me. I felt that I didn’t want him to 
see me and tried not to attract his attention. Hy instinct 
warned me to be careful and so I kept my didtance from him. 

Hote — (perhaps if I had been more aggresive I would have en- 
gaged hira in conversation and could have proved something more 
than just what I did dreon) . 

Then suddenly I was looking at the buildings from the out- 
side. It was like a newsr-?tl panorama showing me the location 
of the warehouse and the other surrounding buildings and streets. 

I then knew it v/as in Dallas, Texas; my voice said that to me; 

"it is Dallas, Texas." 

I still didn’t understand the significance of any of it 
and I have never been there; so I could only assume that per- 
haps it had something to do with my husband who has been to 
Dallas for business reasons. 

When I awakened I asked hira, "are you going to Dallas a- 
gainV" He answered, sleepily, "why do you ask? I don’t think so, 
but then I never know." I said, "I just dreamed about a building 
in Dallas and it looked like a warehouse for books. I was 
walking around in a 



room full of then. " 
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(My husband has been listening to these re.orts on my dreams 
for eleven years and has seen so many of them eone true that he 
didn’t scoff at any of them any more.) 

I don’t remember the exast time lapse until the next dream, 



but it was at least two weeks. I saw a coffin this time; it 
was very clear and I looked at it f or what seemed a long time. 

It seemed to be made of bronae with great ornate handles and it 

impressed me as being for a prominent personage or one of great 
wealth. Since it was large I just naturally thought it was for a 
man. The coffin was being carried by pallbearers and as they 
proceded slowly I could study it at length. 

7/hen I awakened I thought about it all day and secretly 
prayed that it wasn’t for anyone I knew, or some member of my 
family. 



The following dream was of three bullets. They were very 
large and in gleaming brass. They stood in a row consecutively 
as in space. 

There was a time lapse again and then came the last and final 

dream. It must have been about a week before the actual ass- 
assination. This, the last dream was the most .important one; 

I stood right next to a young darkhaired, thin nan. V/'e were 
both standing on a little hill, I looked down and saw the earth 
and the shrubs; the dream came in color which was different from 
the others which had come in black and white. The man had his 
finger on the trigger of a long-range rifle; but the remarkable 
thin" about it was the s i se of the gun-sight; enlarged to tue 
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oiae of a television screen. It projected itself into the 
dream with full strenth as if to show its later importance. 
V /hen it was removed from the dream I could see what the man 



was aiming at. I saw a handsome, intelligent looking man in 
an open dar waving to the crouds. His hack was turned to me, 
but I could see his head and profile. He looked familiar , I 
Knew he was a very important person or he wouldn’t be riding with 
full entourage, but I can’t honestly say his name was revealed to 
me in this dream. But, I knew that this was the target of the 
man I was standing next to. I cried out in alarm, "don’t shoot 
that nan, you’ll kill him.’/" 

I began to study this potential killer's face to see what 
kind of a person he was. He was inanimate, relaxed, serious and 



what seemed to me, completely heartless and cold. I didn’t 



like him and a feeling of contempt for him was in me 
that he was going to kill an innocent man. However, 



for I knew 

he DID HOT 



pull the trigger while 41 was watching him. 

The scene then shifted to the front of a small, cheap- 
looking theater. I walked in and tried to see through the 

dimness who was in there; I was looking for someone xn par 
ular. X saw mute faces staring up at 'one screen watching a 



tic- 



movie. 



jry eyes tried to pierce the darkness, I knew that man 



on the hill was in there, but I couldn’t find him. 



The 
to wear 
down to 



day of the insensate murder, I needed a pair ox shoes 
with a treed suit I had recently purchased, and I want 
the shoe store in Torkridgc Plaza, a shopping center 
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approximately four blocks from ray homo in Lutherville, Maryland. 
As I was trying on the different pairs of shoes, I became av/are 
that the program on the radio was about the President being in 
Dallas on a campaign tour. This I had not been following, nor 
had I read a daily paper — but I began to grow uneasy about 
him being in that city, and it was difficult to concentrate on 
which shoes fit me the best. I casually said to the saleswoman, 
rt he shouldn't be there, Dallas is dangerous for him. I wish he 



hadn't gone there to campaign . " 

Over the air came the cneering end the shouting from the 
mobs as the entourage made its way down Dallas* main tno rough- 
fare. 1 could hear the people shouting their welcome to Pres- 
ident Kennedy. Then suddenly the announcer was saying in an 
excited voice, "the President has been shot;,. The President 
has been shot and wounded ...they are taking him away’." 

It seemed so unbelieveable and it happened so quickly and 
so unexpectedly that I thought I had heard it wrong, but as the 
announcer continued, I knew it was true. "Oh Cod," I said resi.n- 
edly, "I felt that he shouldn't have gene there." 

I bought the shoes that I had decided upon, and hurriedly 
paid for them; went home; and then ran across the street, to a 
neighbor's house to watch the news on television with her. Wacn 
the commentator said, "the President is dead," I knew that what 
I had been dreaming was now talcing place. Those dreams had been 
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showing this to me, step-by-step all those weeks . 

How the pieces fitted together. I knew that the room in 
the warehouse full of books was the hideout of the assassin; the 
remains of the lunch I saw on the floor were his. The great 
coffin was for Kennedy and the three bullets were the three 
shots he, the assassin, fired. The man I stood next to with 
his finger on the trigger of the long-range rifle with the 
powerful gun-sight was also Kennedy’s assassin; the man he was 
aiming at was the President, and the theater was where he ran to 
after he fired the three shots. As the news progressed the 
following days, 1 saw the picture of Lee Harvey Oswald on tele- 
vision and recognised him as die man I s'oood next to on the 



little hill, in the dream... 

The rest is history and you know the story only too well. 

I remember saying to my husband a few days prior to the assass- 
ination, ’’President Kennedy is beginning to remind me more and 
more of Abe lincoln." He answered, "yes, both interested in 
Civil Rights." 

Ky husband was called to Dallas a week after the assassin- 
ation, so it was a prophetic coincidence that it did include aim 



after all. 

It is said that John Wilkes Booth and Lee *:/rvey Oswald were 
southerners favoring unpopular ideas. Booth and Oswald were both 
assassinated before it was possible for either of 



them to be 
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brought to trial. Sooth shot Lincoln in a theater bo::, and 
afterward ran to a warehouse. Oswald shot Kennedy from a ware- 
house and ran to a theater, 

I believe this atrocity to be the most coincidental cir- 
cumstance that has ever occurred in» our history, and one won- 
ders if there was not some preordained predestination for these 
two great statesmen, Lincoln, and Kennedy. 



-The End- 
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